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(Concluded from page 130.) 


“ONE day,” continued my friend, 
“the noise was nearer than usual ; and 
at last, from the cave in which [I lay, I 
heard the parties immediately below, 
so close upon me, that I could distin- 
guish the words they spoke. After 
some time of horrible suspense, the 
oices grew weaker and more distant, 
znd at last I heard them die away at 
he further end of the wood. I rose, 
and stole to the mouth of the cave; 
when suddenly a dog met me, and gave 
hat short quick bark by which they 
indicate their prey. Amidst the ter- 
or of the circumstance, I was yet suf- 
ficiently master of my myself to disco- 
er that the dog was Oscar; and I own 
o you, I felt his appearance like the 
retribution of justice and of Heaven. 
Stand! cried a threatening voice, and 
2 soldier pressed through the thicket, 
ith his bayonet charged.—lIt was Al- 
bert' Shame, confusion, and remorse, 
stopped my utterance, and I stood mo- 
ionless before him. ‘* My master,” 
said he, with the stifled voice of won- 
der and of fear, and threw himself at 
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him, 
s toh@™ny feet. I had recovered my recol- 
s of MM@ection. *‘* You are revenged,” said I, 
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and Iam your prisoner.” *“* Re- 
enged! Alas, you judged too hardly 
of me! I have not had one happy day, 
since that fatal one onwwhich I left my 
Paster; but I have lived, I hope, to 

save him. The party to which I be- 
tong, have passed ; for I lingered be- 
‘ind them among those woods and 
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rocks which I remembered so well in 
happier days.—There is, however, no 
time to be lost. In a few hours, this 
wood will blaze, though they do not 
suspect that it shelters you. Take my 
dress, which may facilitate your escape, 
and I will endeavour to dispose of 
yours. On the coast, to the westward, 
we have learned, there is a small party 
of your friends, which, by following 
the river’s track until dusk, and then 
striking over the shoulder of the hill, 
you may join without much danger of 
discovery.” “TI felt the disgrace of ow- 
ing so much to him I had injured, and 
remonstrated against exposing him to 
such eminent danger of its being known 
that he had favoured my escape, which, 
from the temper of his commander, I 
knew would be instant death. Albert, 
in an agony of fear and distress, be- 
sought me only to think of my own 
safety.” —“ Save us both,” said he, *‘for 
if you die, I cannot live. Perhaps we 
may meet again; but whatever becomes 
of Albert, may the blessing of God be 
with his master!” Albert’s prayer was 
heard; his master, by the exercise of 
talents, which, though he had always 
possessed, adversity only, taught him 
to use, acquired abroad a station of ho- 
nor and emolument; and when the pro- 
scriptions of party had ceased, returned 
home to his native country, where he 
found Albert, advanced to the rank 
of a lieutenant in the army, to which 
his valour and merit had raised him, 
married to a lady, by whom he had re- 
ceived some little fortune, and the 
{father of an only daughter, for whom 
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nature had done much, and to whose 


native endowments, it was the chief 


study and delight of her parents to add | 
every thing that art could bestow. The 


gratitude of the chief, was only equal- 


led by the happiness of his follower, 
whose honest pride was not long after 
gratified, by his daughter’s becoming 
the wife of that master, whom his ge- | 
nerous fidelity had saved. That mas- 
ter, by the clemency of more indulgent 
and liberal times, was again restored 
to the domain of his ancestors, and had 
the satisfaction of seeing the grandson 
of Albert, enjoy the hereditary birth- 
right of hisrace. I accompanied colo- 
nel C on a visit to this gentleman’s 
house, and was delighted to observe 
his grateful attention to his father-in- 
ty as well as the unassuming happi- 
ness of the good old man, conscious of 
the perfect reward which his former 
fidelity had met with. Nor did it es- 
cape my notice, that the sweet boy and 
girl who had been our guests at the 
colonel’s, had a favourite brown and 
white spaniel, whom they caressed 
much after dinner, whose name was 
Oscar. 
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AN ASIATYY APOLOGUE. 


Ogul Alaked, a Persian merchant, 


who was setting off on a long journey, 


thought it would be more safe and ea- 

sy if he took a guide. “T will take | 
one,” said he, ‘of sufficient strength 
to carry my burden, brave enough to 
assist me in defending myself against |! 
robbers, and subtle enough to see that | 
nobody take advantage of my good 
faith.” 


had all these good qualities, he agreed 





to give him honourable pay, and put | 


his pack upon his shoulders. During 
the first three or four days, he kept his 
purse himself; but Arbogad assuring 
him he could make better bargains, and 


was more upon his guard against im- 


position, persuaded him to give it into 
his care. 
pretending that they were coming into 
a country infested with robbers, asked 
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permission to take some money out of 
the purse to buy a large scimitar, his 
| dexterity in the use of which he highly 

vaunted. They had not gone much 
farther, before O gul Alaked, on waking 
from a sound sleep, found that he was 
disarmed. ‘How is this?” said he, 
| Arbogad answered, that he had taken 
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his sword from him, out of regard to & 





‘his own welfare, “It is a dangerous & 
weapon,” added he; “you might cut 
yourself with it; and, as you are sub- 


ject to mental absences, you might [pu 


even disable me; and then who would 
take care of you?” Ogul Alaked, did 
not find this reasoning perfectly satis- 
factory, but as he had the best opinion 
of Arbogad, he acquiesced, and they 





As Arbogad, his neighbour, | 





proceeded on their jovrney with great 
apparent friendship. But, shortly af- 
ter, the Persian remonstrating with his 
guide, on the profusion with which he 
disposed of his money ; Arbogad, by 
way of answer, shewed him the scimi- 
tar which had been bought under the 
pretence of defending him ; and on his 


repeating his complaint, drew it out of citi 
the scabbard, and waved it over his jhpc 


head. Poor Ogul Alaked was obliged 
'to submit ; and Arbogad, persisting in 
the use of the same powerfulargument, 


and provided ‘sumptuous fare for him- 
self, while the other was scarcely al- 
‘lowed the scraps that remained on the 
‘table. At last he took the pack off his 
'own shoulders, put it upon them o 
Ogul Alaked; aud. instead of conduct- 
| ing him the way he wanted to go, drove 
‘the miserable merchant along the road 
‘that best suited himself.— He that bas 
ears to bear, let bim bear ! 
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NATIONAL PREJUDICE. 


National prejudice is by some called 
a virtue, but its virtue consists only in 
| the proper application and moderate de- 
i gree of it. It must be confessed a hap- 
py attachment, which can reconcile the 











The next day, Arbogad, | Laplander to his freezing snows, and 
the African tohisscorchingsun. There 
are oome portions of the globe so. par- 


appropriated the money to his own use, @f! 
| Per y 



































t of fully endowed by Providence with cli- 





his mate and productions, that were it not 
bly fpr this prejudice to the place of our 
uch Ifrth, the greater part of the habitable 
ing orld would be ascene of envy and 


was epining. National predilection is in 
he, fis semse a blessing, and perhaps a vir- 
ken fue; but if it operates otherwise than | 
| to Mn the best sense of its definition, it | 
ous perverts the judgment, and in some | 
ses Vitiates the heart. It is an old 
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cut i 
ub. fhying, that “Charity begins at home,” | 
cht & tthis 1s no reason it should not go 
uld @broad: a man should live with the 





orld, as a citizen of the world; he | 
my have a preference for the particu- | 


did 
tis- 
ion 
ley 
eat 


quarter, or square, or even alley in |, 
hich he lives, but he should have a 
rnerous feeling for the welfare of the 
af. @hole ; and if in his rambles through 
his his great city, the world, he meets 
he #rith a man of different habit, language 
by Mr complexion from his own, still he 
ni- fs a fellow citizen, a short sojourner, 
the J. company with himself, subject to || 
his Fle Same wants, infirmities, and neces- 
of IBities, and one that has a brother’s claim | 
his#pon him for his charity, candor and | 








ed frelief. 
in oe 
nt, § A misery in walking.—A man of de- | 
se, Mlicate and irritable nerves, walking in a_| 
m- public promenade, his stick, which he | 
al-Bcarelessly dangles by the tassel, by ac- 
heficident getting between his legs ; the. 
is Bzentleman, to save a precipitate saluta-_ 
off™ion of his mother earth, is projected | 
ct- rapidly forward, several paces, and is | 
ve Bultimately saved, by stumbling against | 
ad §2 broad shouldered, black looking car- | 
a5 @ter, who insists upon jontlemonly satis- | 
faction for the insult: ladies laughing, 
thermometer about eighty. | 


a aa 


NEW LOGIC. 
ed Did you ever, Mr. Editor, meet with a man 


a bottle, and all whose decisions are wagers? 
If you have, you will have some idea of a very 
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good.—In this way he goes on about the room 
for hours together, chinking his arguments in 
his pocket, and refering every question of poli- 
tics, law, or trade, to the unanswerable decis- 
sion of seven and six pence. No Man can open 
his mouth without risking a bottle with this 
wager hunter. If you even drink his health, 
he’il lay you a bottle that he is the healthiest 
man in the room: If you stir the fire, he bets a 
bottle that you will put it out. Nay, it was but 
lately, that, on going away, I bid him good night, 
and he offered to lay a bottle that it was morx- 
ing. Another time, when I helped him on with 
his great coat, he laid me a bottle that I could 
not tell who made it.—There is no contending, 
you perceive, with such a logician as this, and 
our club have had several meetings to consider 
what is to be done. We are a plain, sober, or- 
derly kind of people, who meet to discuss the 
business of the day in a cool argumentative 
manner; but it is very hard, Sir, that a man 
cannot risk an opinion for less than a dol/ar.—It 
has been suggested by a very sagacious mem- 
ber, who sees much further through a millstone 
than most of us, that this seven and sixpenny rea- 
soner, this si/ver tongued orator, is under arti- 


| cles with the landlord for the more speedy con- 


sumption of his wine, and that he has ten per 
cent. on every decision which he pours down 
oumsthroats.—But this is probably scandal—O ! 
here he comes—and quite in character—for he 


| proposes a bottle that he knows what I have 


been writing—and so he may if you please. C. 


— so 
An Irishman having bought a sheep’s head, 


| had been to a friend for a recipe to dress it. 
| As he was returning, repeating the method, 


and holding the purchase under his arm, a dog 
snatched it and ran away. ‘‘ Now, my honey,” 
said Pat, “ what a fool you make of yourself! 
what use will it be to you? You don’t know how 
it’s to be drest!” 
a + Pe 
A punning fellow going into his friend’s room 
at college, observed a large folio of the Human 
Understanding, laid on a volume of Bacon. 
‘* What,” said the wag, “‘do you think to save 
your Bacon by putting a Locke upon at ?”” 
> + 


A person meeting a friend who had laboured 





under a severe fit of the gout, enquired after 
(his health, and was answered “* So—so.”’ “I 
| am sorry tohear you areno better,” replied the 
other, *‘ for Lhoped you had recovered in to—to/ 
— ae 

“Your colours are beautiful,” said a deeply 
_rouged lady to Mr. Hopner, as she was sitting 


in § Whose brains are in his pocket, whose logic is || for her portrait, ‘* Yes, madam,” answered he, 


; ** your lady ship and i deal at the same shop.” 


; —=— oe 


Pp worthy gentleman who disturbs the peace of ' A canon declared in company that saint Piat 
he f our little evening club, by giving no answer ! after his head was cut off walked two entire 


1d § that has not a det at the tailofit. Ifyou say, 
we have had good news from abroad, he lays a 
bettle that the news are bad.—If you hint that 
they are bad, he offers a bottle that they are 





| leagues with it in his hand! * Yes,” added he, 

“two entire leagues.” ‘*1I do not doubt it,” 
4 replied a lady in company, “on such occasions 
" the first step is ihe only difficulty!” 
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ODE TO FRIENDSHIP. 


© ruov, the choicest boon of Heav’n! 
To cheer life’s painful tumults giv’n, 
And blunt the sting of woe! 
When silent grief, or wiid despair, 
Or pining want, the bosom share, 
Its keen and withering foe ! 
Let youth, with fickle fondness, rove 
Through all the loose delights of love, 
With restless wild desire ! 
Though beauty smile with soften’d brow, 
And ev’ry melting charm bestow, 
And all her joys inspire. 
Yet soon the rapt’rous reign is o’er ! 
Her ardent pleasures charm no more! 
The airy phantom flies ! 
Whilst stupid sloth, or pining care, 
Pale rage, or ever wild despair, 
Her absent bliss supplies! 
O, blind to all that soothes the heart, 
Who priz’d the purchas’d smiles of art, 
By fancy'd joys beguil’d! 
The love that wasting grief disarms, 
Beams from the virgin’s modest charms ; 
In melting radiance mild ! 
While life’s vain joys my breast allure, 
On thee my hopes recline secure, 
My artless steps to guide ; 
Thy wisdom points with guardian care 
The latent rock, the fatal snare, 
in fortune’s flatt’ring tide. 
O, balm of youth! O, light of age! 
Long may thy pow’r my mind engage, 
And tune my faithful song ! 
Long, Friendship, let my bosom prove 
‘he kindred warmth of social love, 
And life’s best joys prolong ! 


Lines, on beholding the miniature of Miss Mary }\ 


C—-, @ lady whom the author had never seen ; 
addressed to her sister. 

How beautiful this work of art! 

So well portray’d it is, my heart 
Concludes the likeness true. 

The artist with his subject fir’d, 

Has surely gaz’d "till love inspir’d, 
The picture that he drew. 

And well might love impart his aid, 

For in such eves as thine, sweet maid, 
The god is ever seen: 

Proud to possess the fount of day, 

He guides the heart—entrancing ray, 
And lights the winning mien. 

Pater, thou’st hit it to a hair, 

The likeness must be good, for there 
The sister’s smile I see; 

in truth thou hast her lovely cheeks, 

Which blush so sweetly when she speaks, 
in silver tones to me. 

I fain would have a picture too; 

Come, Julia, let me study you, 
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No fairer maid I know; 
Behold ‘all’s ready ; sit to me, 
Th’ impatient painter longs to see 
The pictur’d Julia grow. 
How vain the wish! weak youth, forbear ! 
Those beamy eyes, that magic air, 
To paint them, ah ! how vain! 


| I'll gaze no more ; my heart now free, 


Should long I feast my eyes on thee, 
May be enchain’d again. 
— + 
DEVOTION. 

The Sun drew west his parting ray, | 
Just hov’ring on the verge of day, 
Tili Evening cast a lengthen’d shade, 
And o’er the earth her mantle spread, 
Till blush’d the Sky at day-light’s close, 
And Dew-drops stoop’d to kiss the Rose; 

Now Silence spread her robe 

Around the pensive globe, 
Save where the mournful Zephyrs make tite; 

moan, 

And sighing Echo answers groan for groan, 
Each softly soothing, sweetly melting close, 
Of hapless Philomela’s mournful woes. 
With eyes fixt on the sacred mound 
Of holy Earth, that hallow’d bound 
Of mortal joys, where peaceful lies 
The source of all these tears and sighs, 
Sweet Meditation musing stood 
On the cold grave in pensive mood, 

Then rais’d to Heaven her eyes, 

Above the vaulted skies, 
And view’d eternal Suns, whose dawning ray 
Opes on the eye of faith an endless day, 
A long eternity of holy love, 
Where pleasure dwells with beauty’s dove. 
Close by her side, with look benign, 
Devotion stood, in form divine, 
Bent at Religion’s altar, there 
She bow’d with holy love and fear, 
To that eternal Gop of love, 
Who lifts the aspiring soul above ; 

Pour’d out her feeling soul, 

In holy love and zeal, 


| In strains as sweet as angels use, 


When they on golden harps aspire 
To raise their songs in solemn choir, 
And lift through Heaven their lofty views. 


EPITAPH on Miss Caroline Campbell. 


O pensive passenger ! do not deny 


To pause awhile, and weep upon the tomb; 

For here the cold remains of Campbell lie.— 
This narrow spot the vernal maiden’s doom. 

With her, alas! the fairest talents fell— ~~ 
And now her ** Harp’s melodious song is o’er;” 

Gone is that pulse, which pity lov’d to swell, 
And her virtues are on earth no more. 

Yes, she was gentle as the twilight breath, 
That on the fainting bosom blows, 

Meekly she bow’d her to the frost of death, 
In faded semblance of the silver rose. 

And oft low bending o’er the hallow’d ground, 
Shall the pure angel, innocence appear ; 

And friendship, like a hermit, shall be found, 
To bathe the circling sod with many a tear 
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